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And ſure a bard whoſe miſe fo ofe has found 
The happy pow'r to kindle mirth around, 


May gay 
For, mid her whims, ſhe fill has thewn 
To preſs the usz3V1. MORAL on the heart ; 


That eas d the cares of Rome's 
Who in her ſatire frolickſome and wild, 
Gaze vice the deepeſt wounds when moſt ſhe ſmil'd. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I—4 Porker is Drexizs's, Breakfaf 


| Enter Six Hans Buzxcnss, and Ronix. 
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er's daughter is fo faart at—he! bet he! (produces 


Enter Tnonas, with u parcel. 
Lau. ( fnatching it, ) Va ttn! (pufhes him off. 


2 


do mad, and write ſome confiftent anfwery 
ate the letrers from Liſbon as uſual. 


Lao. Wile you, milor, playde raquette vid Miſe 


ui een LOcille! (call and cnt. 


Dickins 


Get 
So H. Ah! hey? L'Ocillet ! (minticks.) 


Dick. Hem | [ Exit. 
Sir H. Stop, my Lord ca'n't do without you. 
Enter L'/Ontizt haſtily. 


Laon Mon deu! vere be Lord to tell him of 
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22 de guinea: 
—_— to my Lor 
—_—— tink we be 
deve into de love- 
ſecret, ſervant to de 


7 


Y 


9 
Eater FannY- 
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. 
tine my Lord's caſile too. 
Tam. ( itt) Gree me my own big bottle of 


3 & man ok 
1 2. 1 muſt take care of 
Enter Truoum, with wine and glaſs end Landlady. . 


Tm. Puppies! == in my face, 


that -T was yy 75 
and the Gentleman's trunks, aA 
Offler give a help; take care how > 


Enter Warr, with two fimall bundles. 
Wait. Here, Ma'am, is the luggage. (Tina 


And call for claret! (af&) Your maſter, 

Tim. The Honourable Lord Arthur D Aumerle. 

Land. The Honourable Loro 
Uri with I ater. 


e ke ple Toy 
— bills re he d 


never have thought of them himfelf. This cham 
is neat—fmce he did call for it, I may as well drink 


14 g h 
} 0 } 7 
1 they 
j I think, 
Wait. 


beck? my fork a young __ 
— my lm * 
pe . true -A- aſked 
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out 
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bills, and that's the beſt of them for there's not a 
ing debt in the whole cluſter. $ 
Lord Tor. But, friend, ſhould have delivered 
them to my banker, Mr. Dickins. 
Tim. A banker ! he'll give me the money ! ( joy} 
finding you ſo good, ob? how you" 


me. (going) 3 | 
Lord Tor. Stop ! (Lats at hill) Lord Torren- 
del, debtor, for delivered- to Lord Arthur; 


who the Devil's Lord Arthur DAumerle? 
R paſſion, why, I am his 
27 AI e 
im. Come, iy my Lord, to pre 
way toheoe coding es your expel. 


Tim. He has the honour of being your ſon 
Lord Tor. Tis falſe. 
Tim. Well, he has no honour in being your fon. 
Lira Tor. An infernal raſcal ! run con- 
tract debts, fend in his bills to me ! I won't pay a 
ſhilling to fave him from perdition. 
Tim.. Perdition ! ſome new-faſhion'd name for 
the King's Bench. | 4. iy 
Eaxter Gxoonu. 


— Groom. My Lord, am I to ſaddle the cheſnut 
mare for Mr. Dickins ? he infifts upon having it. 

Lr Tar. Yes, yes, ſcoundrel ! (wall.) 
neas ; he's a bad rider, and if the nd ger any 


Tim. Refuſe his- child a few | 
beef, a feather bed, and a hat a pair of ſhoes, 
orſo; yet mounts a Mr. Dickins on a horſe coft 
0 EF. Tis dama's—a—— a ke wi 

4. —— cz - 
in the allowance that Il—— 
| C 2 Tim 
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Tim. What allowance do you mean ? 


devil? 

Lord, as a father; not 

a ſenſe of duty 

Call ro mind how 

friends, tho” you wasn't married ( p- 

Py „chat doesn't make the child's Hale finger a 
leſs 


ſon. 
— Land 7. Emily ! (uie cut ki par) for hr der 


4 ho bite. ; n 
Theſe call 1 to bring a living 
Thins 22228 to leave him like a 


„Ik Ia very well equipp'd 
ln. 
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Sir Hans! curſe it, I'can' 


filly old fool now. 
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Tes not to de kt in? then Tli have 


Lara Man, with book. 


Lord Arth. Whoſe boots are theſe ? what do you 
alle for theſe boots? 


Mas. Don't put them on, Sir, I ran take your 
meaſure. 
Lord Arth. My dear fellow, why ſhould 1 


that 

: fits, now 
that, 

I don't want, 


Ty 


T 
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* 
Man. The boots are now brs ; 
„ | 83 


2 Sir. | 

(Fe Si ans} Sir, T beg you » thou- 
44. " man of 

1 | rank, by not 


Man. 
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Ain. We never book ſuch tri 4 
Lord Art. Well then fet them down to me, to» 
Lord Arthur D'Aumerle ; or, carry the bill to my 
father; or, 'Timolin will pay you; or, any body will 


Em-. make you 


4 . Lord, w 
"Ha! ha? bbs 


Lord. 


Z#ater Loa Aarnus, azd Sin Han. 
Lord drth. Pray, Sir, walk in—be ſeated. So 


we've touched (5 
Tam. Yes! we be touched. (diſmal) 


Lord An. Timolin, that old beck! 


Tim. Timolin, that old bock I believe you're 


I out of leather. | 

—— Ha! hat ha? very well, Timolia. Sir 

Haas, that fellow 2 weaſure: but, when he does 
any 


ame 
you, » © in new thi 

the tradeſmen ? 

Lord Arth. Ha! ha! ha! very 

the wine !—unlock ! No! Sir 
i of old hock, ( þ mtr 
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Luan Arth. rave! 


faſhion? its dane, I'll be ſeen there upon your ſtein 


— —_ 


Jaz. You told him! then ell him; for he 
won't hear me talk at all at all. 


now you 


don't make quite a kiſkawn of your- 
Thomas. Sir, I thought, when I told you that my 


dam'me ' 


again! then, 
ſome brawn and anchovies. 


Lord Arth. There 
2 


felf. 
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pany, 


the room. Have 
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Lord Arm. Why, yes! creſcent is a litale i 
the full moon order, ha! bot hat (gets pen and ink. 


Enter Trxo1.1x, walks about with his arms folded. 
What do vou mean by walking in here with your 


—_—_—_— 
Tim. Well, I dida't run in debt for my face. 


Step in here, all of you. 
Enter ſeveral T rades-people. 


Man. Sir, the horfe you bought— 
Fc gle a draught on — 2 


K ˙· 
can take back 
1 aer N 


E. 

im. Oh ! nothing at all about it. 
Lu Arth. Pa 3 
Tim. With w 
— What ? the two hundred my father 


riſes Sk, NP 


== grocery Okt 1 ay 2 2. 
Sur He Thar here, a 


N mn too. 

Sir f ſee a 
bleman baited, by a pare! of mechanical — pd 
more do you want? (they take up thr fverl pro) 
| Lord Abt. Every one of you, 2 my pro- 


periy this moment, in the pot from whence 

= wb wide a? pho — Tree 
begone, or T'll murder you. 

Tim. Go people, whatever he ſays he'll do, 

| 3 gaiety and innocence ! 1 
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Lord Arth. True, it was you who told me firſt, 
that the money —IL Ii make you gay, you inzocent 
dog. (whips vim #) 

ir H. Oh! what a model for my George. (A 
thur gives kim a fercke.) | [ Ex: wits 


SCENE IIL—4 Gallery in Lora Torrendei”s, hang 
with whole length pictures of women. 


Finter Loxd Tonzix D II, 4% LOT III r. | 


Lord T. L very — ; 5 

L'Qcil. Une beaute celeſte et Te—poor, der- 
fore no danger from relations. * Lord, think 
no more of the rich mechanic Dickins's daughter. 

Lord T. Why, their flurdy Citizens may be trou- 
ſome; but you ſay this young Lady is coming 
with Fanny, to fee my pi 

Lan. Oui, My lor. 


Enter Faxnvy. 


Fan. This way, Miſs Auguſta. 
Lord T. L'Oeillet (winks, cxit L'Oeille!) well, 
you have brought your new friend, to fee my paint- 
ings? | 
= Su my Lord I mean, but I didn't 
think you'd be in the way. | 
Lerd T. Don't let her be alarmed at my preſence. 
Fan. Oh true, Pm not to let out you are a Lord? 
but ſhe don't mind Lords, ſhe's come from London; 
where there's plerty of ſuch ſtupid nonſenſe. 
Lord T. Fanny! I ſhould like to have your pic- 
ture here. 
Fan. No, my Lord, ſure you woudn't ? 
Lord T. And you ſhall have mine for a locket. 
Fan. You think me a filly girl, but I know e 
never to give tokens, or accept preſents, but from 
my papa, and one beſides, a certain—not an old 
Lord! but a young man. As my new ſong fays, 
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SONG. 
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Conch wh Hue or 7 45 * 
Bir ns ly þ 
The ri 20 . 
One ſmile brings on par, 
"ith ruſtic — in T blue : 
Equeezing the hand, is the lafſes cue. 
Br , ting, ng, Gap. Fog 2 


Fg 
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Mien the boy we fancy, 
7 ly comes t 299 : 
Lady gay r Nancy, 
A kno what to do. 
To” mantling check denies, 
Aud language of the eyes, 
Mien the thague gives you rv unt 
Take ia her flence the Lifſes miad. 
With cur ting, , 
J can dance, =; 
(Quick Step.) 
Fe-enter L'Onitiet. 


Lil. Here, my Tord, be de beauté Lady. 
Fun. What a monkey you are, I don't know what 


you mean, e 
Enter Aucus ra. 


Ang. Oh, „ 
room are ſo faſcinati 
Las“ T. L. Oeillet has good taſte, ſhe's s a lovely 
creature; (Bes) ſervant ma'am. | 
Lox: Sir! (curtaies) 
'. Mifs' never mind this old gentleman, he's 


the houle fiewars. 


„ T. Old! 


Aur. 
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Ag. (Lug rrund) Something in the mater of 
the beaut ies at pton Court—true, I've been td 
what he is. ; 
Fan. What do they ſay of my Lord? he, he, be! 
ſhe's going to abuſe you. (apart) 

Lag. Fancy habits, or drawn in their real charac- 
ters? 

Lord . Both, madam, they are Ladies that his 
Lordſhip's heart as at times been devoted to. 

Aus. And r I preſwne, has flattered 
himſelf into the idea, that he was at times in polict- 
fon of their hexrts. (£574 bowms.) 

Fin. Now, what do youu ben tor? Mis vas 't 
I ＋ = Mr. Oid Sten ard? C 11 

abuſ, 


| Fax. What = fact expreſſios in that counte- 


to 
— RE — makes a chaſm in his 
— hear, never to be filled but by a face, the 


lovely emblem _ this collected group of charms. 
(bows to her ) That is Mifs Emily Woodbine. 
1 then am I in the houte of her 


n 
Hug. Not much, Sir, I'm not very well. Come, 
Fanny ! a ftar! heavens! have I been 10 —— 
Lord T. Stay, my divine girl! 
1 
wy to anda Aon com where age ſhould be 


I cannot fay 
: but the bitter reproach will yet 
bao ems — wie rae ends hank ito penter 
for a bad life, from, perhaps, a too late repentacce: 


Exit. 
Fan. has | h 
2 


Lord 7. r have piere d me but 
ve re., wee op — Th — 
ef my loſt Emily, ** * 
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from my mind ; from her ſenſe I ſhall enj 
rational fociety—and trom her beauty—yes, LMI. 
let muſt finiſh, what he has fo well begun. [Ex. 


Enter Load AzTuus. 


L:rd Arth. Prevent a dutiful fon from ſeei 
his honour'd parent ! Fil convince him I'm a 
boy—he ſhall fee me, and I will be his comfort, 
and, though he commands me to be e, II ftay 
with him to prove obedience. hat a pit 
that the omitfion of ſaying a few words, before 
was born, n revent me from being lawful heir 
to this caſtle i 


5 


Ferrat 


opic, 

eering vulgarity and ill na- 

ture. (lifts the gm down) Timolin ! why don't 
you come up? Timolin ! 


Enter Load Toa, end Lunzer. 


Lor Arth. (falls on his knee, and points to pi, 
Sir, this was my mother. (Lord Torrendel ar 
b.th, puts his handkerchief to his eyes) 3 

Z*Ceil. Diantre ! he is ſoftened, and I am ruin- 
ed—milor, here be Miſs Auguſta in de hall ſtill. 


(apart) Lord Ta-. 


Tr 


„ 
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fancy ! my father not ſpeak to me ! no gentle 
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Eord Ter. Begone ! him 
flowly and then turns) My 
[exit in great e 


Lord Arth. This our firſt interview 


no complacent ſmile. Now I am poor! w 
turn ? eve i 
on me ! the florm's up, and let it 


horrors 
me as it will! 


Hater Trx01 18. 


Tim. Well, and you faw your * 
TL. Arth. My heart —— 


END' OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT m. 
SCENE L—4 Sener. 
Enter Sin Hane Buzcrss: 
Sir H. Cram a fine daſking fellow into their” 
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but hang it, all his ſhining qualities clouded by 
want uf 22 to daih ! Oh, if I could but fee him 
a bold, free daſher! 


Enter Ronix. 


Rb. Sir, who ſhould paſs me juſt now but the 


young ſquire. 
Sir H. What, my fon George whiſk'd by you 
in a phazon ? > chile and four? a tandem ? 


Enter GzxoncE Buricrss. 


George, why, what the devil's this fort of figure? 
Ge2. Sir, how are you? (calm) 
Sie H. Plague on it! ſpare no expence for you 
to appear like a prince ; give you money to flaſh in 
a ſhining tour, to be here and there, before any 
body can tell 228 and when I expected 
you to come, pavement, 1 
as high as * 3 7 — 
people jum out of the way, 
— 1 122 — 833 
into town, limping like a lame r-man, cover- 
ed with duſt as if you had been dancing in a cann:;{ſ- 
s 'Sblood, Sir ! —_— do you 
mean by this behaviour ? 
Geo. wand a, ad be punches your 
hundred pound note guin eas; there's 


Rb. 8 Sir, 7 © 57" © | SER 


8, f. Pſha ! go to the Roſe inn, and beſpeak 


' the bel dinner they can ide for I and Georye, 
and the gallant Arthur, if > e can find him. 
[Exit. Robin. 


Geo. Why, 1 I am a little hungry. (tales out 
fomething and * 
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Sir H. By the Lord a fon of mine knawing a 
cruſt in the open ſtreet ! 

Ger. Sir, as I paid forit at the laſt alchouſe 
where I ſuppd 

Sir H. Supp'd at an alehouſe ! 

Geo. Yes, Sir, a neat little place, fign of the 
0 8 ! and * 

ir H. Lord per 
friends, in their coaches, faw * 

Gies. Yes, Sir, Laly Bee and the two 


_ Mis Loftys, drove by in a coach and tour; they 
ſalute 


didn't ſee me at firft, but I ſalmed them. 

S/ H. Oh, the devil's in your politeneſs ! 
ladies from the Goat in Boots ! e 
noble honour dine? (irenicul) 

Geo. Upon the mile-ſtone this fide 
(S'r Hans ares] Sir, I 32 
telt from the open air, as I bad a couple of hard 
eggs in my pocket. 

Sir H. Zounds ! and I ſuppoſe you brought ſalt 


in you: et? 

Geo. Yes, Sir, and a penny roll. 

Sir H. "Wis penny roll has choak d me! and 
where did your honour take your bottle ? (bows 
iran ica 

- ll Sir, I flipp'd off the bank into the 
- was getting a linle water ic the brim of 


r The devil take them that touk you oat 
in ! 

Geo. Father, the walki me an_ appetite ; 
after my repaſt, I was nei dry nor hungry; I 
drank no wine; but then I was free trom an head- 
ache, and, without mixing in company, my heart 
was cheartul. 

Sir H. (afile) This gay Arthur will make him 
another 12. 82 but Dickins will have the 
conſtables eller hin. George, you'll give me what 
CENTRE Ig up in your tour; how 

their machines and lodging houſes; 

— 11 and v hat they don't do, that I may 
know what I ought to do. 

Geo, 


C 
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Geo. Ca'n't make up that other ſix-pence—oh ! 
the halfpenny to the for opening 
3 I. Ba the bers, 
lietle, my ward Mi 
from London, and F've a certain reaſon for her think- 
ing well of If ſhe thould fee you takes 
an hendberchief, and whiſts the duſt off )—ſuch an 
appearance by the Lord he ſeems as eaſy and ſatisfied, 


an accidental meeting may have. to 
— . 
it. 
Geo. I fear I've loſt my clothes bruſh. 
Ener Fanxr. 


Fan, Bleſs me ! where can ſhe be? if ſhe has 
run home, and told papa, I ſhall have it in ſtile. 


Euter AvcusTa. 
. Oh ! governeſs, I've been running about 
you. 
Aug. What could induce you te bring me into 
Lord Torrendel's houſe ? ſure you know he is a 
very dangerous chazraQter. 


aſier 
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F:n. Lord, it's no fuck thing, who could have 
told you fuch a fib? his Loruthip has no more 
pride! he's not aſham'd at making ore in a game of 
romps, even with his own ſertant maic's. 

Aug. Ah, Fanny, when our ſuperiors of the 
_ ſex condeſcend to —_— inflead of ex- 
alting, it is for the fe degrading us to a 
Rate of the moſt . 

Fin. Now dont ſnub me I'll introduce you to 


Gios ct —asvanxces. 


Aug. Oh, no more of introductions, pray. 

. I will, cho'; Mito Avguita, this 1— 

Ang. A Mr. Steward, I ſuppoſe. 

Fan. Ha, ha, ha! George you don t know 
we're laughing at.—(apart} Miſs, don't go 
him that I play at with my Lord in the 


A piece of his Lordſhip's condeſcerſion I 
didn't krow before. My guardian's fon, I preſume. 
| Geo. The deſcription of Miſs Auguſta Wood- 
bio Bis 3 
hold. (bens 

Fen. There, I told you he was a ſmart fellow 
ſometimes. Come, George, you ſhall be our che- 
113 town, but you are an odd-looking 


Geo. Well, III attend ramble 
n Ie . 


Fan. Madam will honour my arm. 
* — bis anus. 
Enter Lond Aru. 


Lord Arth. Ha! here's odds. Madam, my arm 
is at your ſervice. (to Au, 
Aug. Do you know this Gentleman? (to Fanny. 


Enter 4 Man with Fruit. 
Fan. Lord, true, this is Aſſembly night. 


Mar 
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Man. Gentlemen, treat the Ladies. 


.o. Hem! the Ladies don't want—ſhall we 
walk? ; 


Lori Arth. Quite 2 hound! ha! nectarines fo 
early : Madam. (offering fruit) 
ix are 2 2. 
Lord Arth. There! ( — money ) 


Aug. Ch! Sir, by 
G.o. Miſs, an —Fanny (fe ring) 
Lord A th. Sir, re Angels not Eves, to be 


_— by your palery pippins "(knocks them ab ut) 
Sir, what d'ye mean? (angry) 
Enter a Woman and CA.. 


3 


in priſon. 
Ges. — be? what is it? (apart) 


Woman. Above eighteen ſhillings. 


Ge. (loud) Pray go—don't teize people; their 
— —— — Pd ne- 


go——(grues money 
apart) plaguing one. 
Waman. Sir, J's a ? 
Geo. Well, don't trouble one now. (feuZ) Get 


Sa and comfort your child. 
Aug. 's this 
| you, 


| yet clothes half the 
1 e ee 
Lird 4Arth. What a ſcoundrel am 1. My 

guinea and little penny-worth of pi 

with the benevolent heart of a god! Sir, dare 

KL. N. honour of your acquaintance—T haven't a 


but I'm overat —— 
—_ Sir, I'll put = addreſs; (takes out 
kis pencil) points broke 
it away —waſtes— (n up beth) 5 N. K. ff . Tur 


Fan, 


| 
p 
1 
, 


dreſs? we ſhall have a daſhing ſhower, a great drop 


35 
Fm. George, what fignifies your bowing there? 


come and pay tome attention to me. 


Lord Arth. (oking at Augufta.) How charming! 
what a block am I, . an hour to a Lady, 
and never look d at her! 


Aug. Fanny, we muſt be walking towards your 
"= 
839 hav'n't ſeen our ball · room here. 
Lord Arth. 1125 Ladies, do you know Im 
2a moſt capital dancing maſter? harkye, my worthy 
triend, a word. 
(7-2, Oh! Sir, as many as you pleaſe. [ Exenunt. 
Fn. Land? chan non 8 
up into the Aſſembly- room; I hope it's not to 
—ecod! if he goes to fight, will kill him. 
2 fiddle heard abc ve) That's he! i know his {weet 
little finger. 
Aug. What an aſtoniſhing reſemblance! Fanny, 
3 — of this ſtrange gentle- 
Fan. Ah! the image of Miſs Wood bine s picture! 
275 Lord Torrendel's great _ 
Arg. The neglected ſon — 
Enter TrmoLn. 
Tim. To drive him in ſorrow from his doors ! my 
poor maſter now is ſunk in grief and woe. 
Lerd Arth. (without) Bravo! {enters JL. 
_ my friend is an excellent flick ; 
© you, Miſs, and my moſt humble ado- 
Tarion 2 you, Madam, we'll have a little dance 
_ 
g. Oh, Sir! no, n>f come Fanny 
— it would be fn fn, pavers doo 
you fee how cloudy it gets; Pm ſure will be 
Hover, endif I wlll thee'\he tain, you, an mp go 
verneſs, he to be very with me. 
L:ird Arth. F Maam. wou'd you ſpoil your 


iel an the tip of my noſe. 


[ Funny kal. ls out her hand. 
= 
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Aug. No, indeed! come Fanny. 

L1r4 Arth. You, Sir, where's my mother? 

Tim. With your fuker. I leſt the picture i in the 
porter's lodge; for the Frenchman has turn'd away 
the porter for letting you in. 

L Arth. Go back, and bring it to my lodgings, 

or Ti ma ſſacre you. (a fiddl: heard wictout) Tol gc ve 
rol lol! we'll 4, with you, 


boy. 
Fan. But, Sir, as George plays, where's my part- 


ner ? 

Lord Arth. III whiſtle, fing, and dance, all in a 
breath. ( an arm round cach, and runs in) 

Tim. (whifiles) A pity that Chriſtians hav'n't a 
laughing and crying fide to their faces; for, in a com- 
fortable fit of ſorrow, up ſtarts ſomething to give us 
an he, he, he! and when the mouth's opened for a 
nice grin, up goes the finger in the eye with an ho, 

_—_— mult take 4 humour and 
4 in the road of life the fmall 
muſt follow the great, and that's the reaſon the big 


<oach wheel runs aſter the little one. Ee. 
SCENE 12 
Enter Landlady, int Lair ToxxexDaL, 


Miss A. 


Land. Won't you to reſt, Ma'am ? 

Lady T. I thank you, but fo mut up in a 
-carriage, one ſhould reft walking. Miſs Clare, will 
vou be fo kind as to aſk the foorman if I've left my 
memorandum- book in the coach? (exit M/s Clir:) 
Some handiome equi pages about here ! have you many 
ventry in the town ? 

Lud. Oh; yes, Ma'am, we've a Lord, ond 
Knight, and power of Squires. 


Re-enter Miss Crant. 


Mi C. Here, Ma'am, is the book. 
Lady T. Oh! I thank you. 
Land. I'll haſten the horſes. [Exz. 
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Lady T. My Lord had a ſeat" in this part of the 
country, T his lives in 
yes, very 
— 116 C. This ſeems a charming place my Lady! 
1 , ! 
Lady T. Itis! I with my Lord hadn't parted with 
it! the caſtle and ics deli environs were the 


cerial.ty of every 
* yet my fight was prook 


Lady T. I wiſh I had myſelf gon to Liſbon with 
my Lord; this journey ſeems & ike, cad ths 
— reps cur, I EE ems mg 
may want that ality, his clai me 
Tm all anziety to proceed. N 


Enter Coachman. | 
Coachman. Madam, the herſes are to, but does 
your: ip know my Lord's here ? . 


- ! how ! what do you mean? 

Coachman. In this very town my Lady, I met your 
old Martha. | 

Lady T. ! return'd to England i ſome- 

2222 * | 

Dichms. (without) Well, What is it? 

Lille. (without) I cannot talk my Lor's bufi- 

neſs in ic entre. 

| T. Eh, why fure that is wy Lord's valet. 

/s C. It certainly is, Madam. 8 

| Lady . 
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Lady T. Huſh, ſtep this way, Heavens 1 oh, my 
Heart will- Mattha you ſay—tell me 
[dgitated—-excunt 


Enter Drcxraxs, and LOT. 


Dick. Really, fince my Lord's lofty conduct to me, 
I ſhall give up his affairs. I've my agencies, and my 
wy monk} de liitle till boutique? 
La. vat ! de liitle till in your 1 
you had better fend challenge to my Lor—ſwell and 
puff! ma for! c'elt comique a! let mi Lor take ns 
money out of your bank, den vat is your bladder of 


conſequence. 
Dich. Sblood I dont want any body to take their 
out of my bank. 
Lua. Here bea frcſh pacquet of letters. 
Dick. Which I am to forward, as uſual, to Lady 
Torrendel in Cumberland. 


Lil. I have date em, fo as to make my Lady 


. mongR 
Dich. 'To the un ing wi a 
the lakes — the gallant huſband enjoys hi 
roſe- buds in his pleaſure grounds here. | 
L'Ocil. Mi Lor, to ſpare himſelf, ſtill ſineſſe de 
ſprain hand, and trouble me vid de viſe—ſo dere I 
ave writ dat whole bundle for her at vonce. I ave 
upon my mind des affaires d'importance to ger de 
pretty girl for my Lor. | 
Diet. And I, as a magiſtrate, have to ſend this 
young dog to priſon, who has been taking up the 
3 PW | 
LO. agi petit bourgeois— ou 
2 = 
r cares paw, or tour 
claws, you damned ——_ 1 auft ſend 
theſe one by ane, which firſt? | 


Re-enter LADY Toa RID II. 


Lady T. My Lord in England all this time! 
Dick. Dated this day—“ to Lady 'Torrende).” . 
LT. How's this! I | 


Dick. 
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Dit. Then to give time for her to ſuppoſe it cau:e 
from her Lord at Liſbon, where he has not been ac 
all, her ip ſhall have this in about a month. 

Lady T. A little ſooner, it you pleaſe, Sir. 

Dick, Lady Torrendel hericit! (4r29ps the e , 
and ci confuſe. Enter Mis Clare; picks them up, 
and pre ents ) 

Lady T. (opening one) Separate himſelf from me 
by fuch a complicated feries of invention, and by 
fallacious accounts of his ill-health, keep me in per- 

nal uneNineſs! cruel man! make me believe he 

fold his eſta:e here, yet retaiu it only for the bete 
purpoſe of converting a ſpot (that brit gs to my mind 
the tweet recollection of delight, and innocence) in- 
to a contaminated retreat for hicentious, guilty, ſordid 
picaſures! yuu chary'd the coachman not to mention 
who I am? but I fear that now is tco late. 

Ai C. No, Ma'am, for his own diſeretion ſug- 
5 that, beſort I mentioned it to 


T. Do you think too, if the people of this 
hauls Lao ir I can engage them to keep my arrival 
a ſceret. 

NM C. The woman promiſes that, for tho? my 
Lord ſpends ſo much money, he's no tavaurite in the 
=» \ on knowledge of his ill uſage of your 

yſhip. 

Lady F. I wou'dn't have him defpiſed;. but how 
to gain full and certain proofs? to put beyond all 
doubt his motive for ſec him'elt here? 

% C. So far I have taken the liberty of antic:- 
pating your Ladyſhip's wiſh. I have aſk'd Martha— 

Lady T. My friend! a thouſand thanks! I'm 
charm d with your zeal. Les, it is my with; what! 
Martha will convey me privately into the Caſtle? de- 
lighiful! I chink none of his ſervants know me here, 
but his Freach - Write to me by a fer- 


vant? not my rs? unkind! un ul! 
but then, io ſteal upon him, its a ſevere trial—Im 
faint ! but T muſt ſummon fortitude ! they'll fee I've 
been weeping; come —— Exeunt. 

E 2 ENE 
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SCENE II. —Dichine's parlur: large books lying on 
tue tat le. 


Enter Joux, and TAD SMI. 


Il in, only flop a moment, my maſter 
„An T , . e all your inſormations. 
12 4 ing in it. : _- 
Man. g Gentleman is thoughtl 
and wild, but 5 * — how ll. 
I don't think I can find in my heart 


roſecute, if the affair is likely to affect his liſe. 


| Dich. So, the Lady has got into the Caſtle. Ecod! 
ſhe'll trim his gay ip—yes, ſhe has flolea 
upon him—he ſha'n't hear of it from one. 


marry my Fanny. No, he's u damn'd 
fellow; a pretty buſineſs, this young 


- Dick. Pay you, oh! the Devil, I ſhall loſe my 
| fees! (afide) You ſelfiſh dog, would you 
a felony: Some revenge upon the father, to bave the 
great family-name of D'Aumerle down in a Mittimus- 


- Dick. Fellow, where's your pris ner? 
| Conflable. Pleaſe your worſhip, he be dauncing— 
'defired me to gi you 9 of pages: 

ck. What the devil! I ſend you for a thief, and. 
in a bit of paper — he be dauncing.” 
Lord Aumerle's compliments to 


fi; 1 rh By 
li 
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Dick Alias Duke of Dunfiable, alias Captain, 


3 Was my father ftill in the army, I'd 
hare enliſted a comman ſoldier in his own regiment— 
then the world mig —_ faid, there's Lord Tor- 
rendel's fon ca knapſack—but now let it 
ſay, a parent 70 > childs he in prifen for the 
neceſſaries of life. Cou'dn't you carry me to gaot 
by the caſtle ? 


Dick. Conſtable, you have my authority, take 


him. 
Enter Sir Hans. 
Sir fas dy him. 
then, you've met with Geo 
they going 10s 


Ai Bia 


be bound over 
rter—no, 


pound? ard mp for kim! ap the infirument. 


(gn) 
Dick. Oh ! very well. he'll — his neck, and 
F and catch 


Lord n ee 
ceive I'd let a friend ſuffer for an act of benevo- 
— aud to myſelf ? No! human laws 
nith other crimes ; but, let the hotteſt bolt 
ven ſtrike ingratituce. 

Tim. (wit 
ſalvation I didn 


— 
) Sweet Mr. Conftable, you my 
Enter 


© 4 PROP ek 
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Enter ConsranLly, with Trixormn. 


Cx. Meaſter, here bes an accompliſh. | 


Tim. Im not accomplith d, I'm quite a bog 
trotter. 


ö 1 54 wb 
b at, you it 
Cn. Upon his very head. wm 

Dick. You notorious criminal ! 

Tim. My maſter to be jum 212 
dies, and leave me——oh ! Sir! 1 
Lord Arthar Tradeſman whi'} — Timal zn plint- 
ing ts Sir Hans) did he ! then plaiſe your honour, 
_ nr 

ir or you |! me. 

Tim. No, Sir. * mp pardon me. 

Lord Arth. IU bail my fervant. 

Dick. You! 2 1 ah ! friend, I know 
you. Thanks to the noble Lord Torrendet's 


tries, we've twenty fuch Lords cutting cabbages, 
—— down at — — 
becauſe your mother had a — 5 


2 — and no virtue — 
Lord Arth. Throw a reflection on the memory of 


my honour d parent! deſame the ſacred memory of 


univerſal epitaph-——oblivion to 
ty Lil murder him, by 


Tim. No occafion to ſwear, you've ſaid it, and 
as 4 x 


Sir H. Hold! the devil's in you; break the 
and I loſe my two thouſand pound. 
Lord Arth. True, my dear friend. —oh ! I burn 


with fury—but your Worthy yd ol can't ſwear a 
battery. (tur it ) it) There's 's Juſtice, Black- 


ſtone, and Coke upon Littleton. (imchs tables 
about.) Come Timolin. 


Tim. Maſter ſtay tor me —take m 
Sir H. Oh! what a bright model for my fon 


ACT 
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ACT Iv. 
SCENE L—M4s antique Room in the Caftle. 
Enter Conflable, and LOT IT, pufoing is T- 
2 — MOLIN. 


Lai. There, coquin | ſuch 


MLL 


5 


but what's all this to me ; no way to get 
out of window, may be in this cloſer. . 


Enter, at 4 fecret de, Lane Toaxznna, and 
| Mar. 


1 
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Lady Ter. I think, Martha, I remember the 
caſtle better than you, who have lived in it ſo long. 
Out of that door there's a ftair-caſe to my Lord's 
dr room, where I'll wait till ke comes in. I'd 
wiſh to know a little more before I fee him. Ra- 
ther mean this lurking about and tampering wi 


power to deny. (afide) My Lord rode 
tay ; diſcompoſed ? well, not a word 
I'm here, (Martha returns] this houſe ſeems all 


and 

inquietude, meanneſs, and diſhonour. So, this 
ror. now belongs to his vile agent! it was former- 
ly but to a better purpoſe—ihis is the very ron 


du ſt re now, are ps, plans laid to cor- 
* the ſweet roſe of innocence ! 
who's here ! 


5 


* 

: Lady Tor. How! as I'm here on a voyage 
covery, the fight of that might prepare 
tor this dreaded interview with my Lord. (afide.) 

Tim. It's ungenerous 
letter, only I'd like to fee the taſtieſt made 
ing. Im told its not the faſhion now to 
ts, and put little titles on the i's ; no 
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maſter; (reading) Probably, I ſha'n't be home be- 


tore evening, but if you can contrive to get Au- 
guſta into your power, the better. She may be 
brought down to Sandgate iſland” —Oh, here's 
villainy ! | 

Laiy T. (464) Some poor intended victim! My 
coming at ſuch a time is highly fortunate. 

T. (reass). Pray have an eye upon that Ar- 
** thuc's ill-lonking Iriſhman —Oh, that crowns his 
rogue rica N. harm to keep Auguſta under lock 
and key.” III keep this proof of their wicked- 
neſs, and if they talk of hanging me for a bit of an 
old picture, Fil _ out in the noſe of their ſhab- 
Wat th 1 pF yer T= 
t they took me for Miſs A . ( fees Lady Tor. 
Then they have locked you up? m_ — 
E T Why for „dies 

y T. Why he takes me for the preſent obj 
of purſuit! by giving into this — 2 I may diſ- 
cover ſome more vi my huſband's atchievements. 
(4&4) Arg you his Locdihip's emiffary ? 

Tim. I, Mifs ! I deſpiſe fach doings. 

Lady 7. 1 believe it; you” face ſpeaks honeſty. 
Tim. Then it ſpeaks trin, and the devil himfelf 
ſhan't make it tell a lie. 

Lady T. But, who are you? 

Tim. My maſtes is his Lordſhip's ſon that's at this 
inſtant willing about, and ent get a beef-flcak 
without venturing his neck for it. 

Lady T. True—Martha told me of this unhap- 
py deſtitute youth—Oh, kuſband! falſe to me, and 
unnaturally cruel to the offspring of your follies. 

Tim. Miſs, Fil affure you, Lord Arthur is as 
brave a little boy— 

Lady T. And bears his forlorn ſtate with meek- 
neſs and refignation ? dE 
* e Miſs, he's as meek and gentle 

Ul ; 

Lady T. (ade). Poor youth, he has a father, and 
yet an orphan! Then he ſhall find a friend in me— 
though not mine, he belongs to the man I ſtill love! 


but 
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but to continue this deception—cou'd 
any means I 
ruin? (a #:4/c without) 

Tim. Offer to come in to touch her, and, by the 


mighty powers of heaven, III flay you. (/aatches up 
a chair) 


Lady T. Oh! (runs in. The dier burft open, and 
„ Ay ah, 
Lord Arth. Suffer me to peril, 2nd impriſon my 
faithtul ſquire for his attachment! Put your a ms a- 
kimbo, ftrrah, ſtump dovn tht great ſtairs ui h 
your hat on, and let me fee who dare ſquint at you 
——Oh! that lovely divine Augutia! 

Tim. What! then you're fren her, Sir. (winks and 
pints, fil of) 

Lord At. What do you ſtand winking and mak- 

ing faces there, firrah ? — 

Tim. But there's ſomebody elſe lock'd up. 


Lord Arth. Kick u r boldly, no matter 
whoſe ſhins are in — . r 


Tim. But, Sir— 
Lord Arth, B'yr leave there for Mr. Felix Timo- 
Lia. ( puſhes ham *f, and exit.) 


SCENE II.— 4 Sree. 
Eiter Six Hans, and Gronce. 


Sir Hans. Aye! and well George? ( joyful) 
Geo. We kad a dance, Sir. 


Sir H. As if he had faid we had a funeral. 
Sblood! man, fay—we had a — Sen) iiies 
aa it away? 


boy 
Ges. Yes, Sir, I was nt afraid to ſhuffle, for I had 


my thick walking ſhoes on. 
Ser H. Shoes! aſſes hoofs ! I believe they're half 
an inch thick. 


Geo. Yes, Sir, the, Gage an facd. (afide) I muſt fre 
has releaſed her huſband. 


1 — raf fiddle 
was d up the 
for them ? * 


Ges. 
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Geo. Yes, Sir, fo we had no fiddler to pay. 

Sir H. Pha! I'd hire Handel's anniver{ary band 
to lee you dance the Cameronian Rant wich A = 
This Chas of leaving her at large wo'nt d 
be tna pt up. Gad, vonder ſhe is I muſt — 
— N_ Why do you pu: on that diſmal look, 

Gre. I was thinking, aber, — the cruelty in 
—— people in How for ſmall debts above a 
twe — — ; liberty's ſo ſucet, they d pur- 
chaſe it if in their power, it not, hard to punith a 
man for only being untortunate. 

Ser H. Here comes ee Devils in your 
thick toal'd thoes ! 


Enter AvcusTa, 8 


Aug. That mar certainly whiſpered ＋ 
— that cauſe4 the abrupt departure of Lor 


Fun. Dear no, he's + very civil foul, why tu as 
papa's conſtable. Oh my good gracious, if here 
is nt Geo 

S:r H. Your waiſtcoat's buttoned ell crooked 
no poxder in hair—by the lord! you look like 
the duſtman. (zpar?) Well Miſs, ho do you like 


new fituation ?—ſtop, I want to ſpeak to you. 
” — 1 6— 


Sir H. Ha! very free with George (dt) Mis 
Woodbine, I've your good at at heart. Your uncle's 
whim, in taking his fortune from you, makes you 
an object of compa ſſion. 

Aug. Many would rather be an object of envy—-» 
but, to my thinking, an humble Rate is preferable 
— built upon the ruins of unmerited ad- 
Sir E (Zede) Made for each other! (apart). 


„to her in her own way—out with your 


handkerchief, and cry for the poor debtors. My ſon, 
R. 


1 to ſee —to be with you 


«as =" wv” TC «„ 
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Fan. Happy to ſee her? but I'm ſure it's no ſuch 
thing, old codger. 

S:r H. He expreſſed great joy at your coming fo 
opportunely. h 

Geo. Opportunely indeed! (Ling at his ffeck- 
ings) Miſs, could you lend me a needie and thread? 

Ser H. Go along you ratcal, fortune! III bind 
you apprentice to a taylor. 2 

Aug. You're happy, Sir, in having a ſon of ſo 
much trugality for 44 years. | 

Ster H. Frugal, ma'am ! he's the mo extrata- 

ant— 
6 Fan. I fee now he only wants them to like each 
other; I muſt prevent this. 

Sir H. Why, look now, with his coat over his 
knuckles; he has on lace ruffles at three guineas a 
pair. Pull down your ruffles. (pn, George's i 
bands down) By the lord ! he has got into a hop- 
fack. What have you done with all the fine linen 
and lace I feng you? 

Geo. "The lace was too fine for uſe—but the Hol- 
land made foft child-bed linen for the curate's wife. 

Sir H. Yes, madam, the biſhop's lady was the 

woman in the ſtraw. He is very frolickfome— 
1t's a ſhame for you to be ſuch a buck. (apart) 

Fan. Lord, Miſe, George is no buck ! he's a mere 

milk ſop, an't you George? 
Sir H. Get away you little devil, who wants your 
prate. (apart) Mits, we'll concęal your loſs from wy 
ton—he's fo proud—ſce how he throws his head 
about. (apart) George, with Auguſta's caſh, you can 
do fuch pretty charities ! Son, this lady is worth one 
hundced thouſand pound. | 

Fan. Lord, how can you tell ſuch ſibs George, 
ſhe's only my governeſs, and as poor—borro: ed five 
tnillings from me juſt now io releaſe her box trom the 
wapgon— ſay you did. (aport)” 

Sir FI. Get along you liule Eufy thing (apart). 
You know, ma'am, your an immenſe ſortuue. | 

Aug Sir, I am either acibitious of compaſſion 
or ridicule, | | 


F Ser 
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Se, H. George, never mind ſhe's very rich. 

Aur. Un no, dir! 

Sir Ii. Zou ds Rladam, you're a Jew. 

Fin. My ge. vets is not a Jeu, e has more re- 
lig ion than the bop. 

Sir H. Yhe vevil's in me, if I don't make your 
father (wil trove cars? (ert) Mis, my fon has a 
molt liber:| mi , a joul of ma; illicent extrava- 

ance. 
l G.. Ma'am, my lather is only ſefting. 

Far. Tru, Ciorge, now that's very good, Sir 
Hans is always makwg his tun ut every body. 

S:ir AH. Ly the Long. overtbrowin,, my whole 
2 (ποοᷣ] Hop home you line map pie. | 

Goo. Madani, be alturel, I cfteem c-conomy the 
fir:} virtue. 

Si H. Then the deviPsin you boch! but it's you, 
pratiag monkey, has done it al.; you, your raſcal, 
with your d conomy and afles' heuts, truil down to 
Samphire Hall; and you, Mifs, a! k-with four po- 
verty to MM Dias the banker's. 

C.. Madam, your humble fervant ! (ous ard 
ext.) 

S:r . Devil's in your humble ſervant, you civil 
Tcour.dxel! forme mad gander will tuck her and ber 
fortune under his wing, and hop off to Gretna 
Green. 

Fan. George ſent down to the rocks, oh! oh! 
then I know where ſomebody will go. 2 He) Sir 
ans, your melt obedient, good m9tuirg to you, 
Sir! (curtfcy ard exit grave!) 

Sir Hl. Oh very polite Ma am, but I wiſh you 
had ropt pow curticy halt an hour ago. 

Aug. (25.4525 out) The ſorlorn chouphtleſs Arthur! 
Sir, tell me—is Mifs Moodbine's fon my uncle's 
heir? than a by not iaſtandly extricate him, from the 
embar:athn; perplexities x fo muſt end in his de- 
Rruct lan. 


Sir Il. What fon? (Labiag ent) The gay Arthur! 
4zur, IgA Tenendel' (and) ch ho! I fate here's 
ave 


5r 


love here—this was her dancing partner. My dear, 
as to affe:tjon an all that, this Arthur — 

Aug. Sir, I am only interelied fur him, on ac- 
count of my coufin Woodbine. 

Sir FI. Right! for his heart is engaged to a girl, 
he wil we ail over a glaſs of hack ( Ani - 
tated) , Yes! kles him—ibben, ia one 
word, Mis Auyatt:, my car, © not part una 


aud my for. tairly coupled. (takes 


you, till I fee you 
her under his arm, 
Lord Arti. (vir, Sir Hans! (exter-) 
Sir H. Yes, Sir! paſt three. (it with Augu/ta) 
Lord Arth. Paſt three! Don't much like his aveid- 
ing me, and taking the Iady. His bail bond may 
k-ep me from im- but mulir't rob me of para» 
diſe either. 


Entcr Tinor ix. 


Run, firrah, after Miſs Auguſta, and 

Tim. Back again to your ſacher's? 

Lad A. tn. You will perſiſt, we leſt Mifs Auguſta 
there; (H K @ bit of paper, and writes with pencil 
if I can ut obtain the love of this charuing girl, 
the's ſo beautiful, elegan—but then, very modeſt; 
III have her—oh ! 'Limotli-, I will have her, run 
with this letter. x 

2 * alk queſtions with ho 

ar op to ions with your hows 
and whats—run, take this letter to the young lady. 

Tim. Oh! Til give no letters to ladies. Do you 
want, Sir, to carry on your father's profligate rig - 
marold's? but you don't make a French Mounſecr 
of me—for the ſpirit of Mr. Felix Timolin Þ a peg 
above that, I affure you. 

Lord Arth. What! walk back, if you pleaſe, in- 
to Caſtle Quad. | 

Tim. Then my word, I won't 

Lord Arth. How, you fcoundrel! do you objeft 


to go into priſon when I ——? begone! I diſcharge 
you. 
F 2 Tin. 
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Zu. Oh! Sir, I diſcharge myſelf, and there's a 
receipt for my wages. (/zaps lis fingers} I'd hazard 
my lite, to procure you u hat you might again repay 
—but, helpg you to take the innocence you could 
never return, is beneath the foul of Mr. Felix Tim- 
olin. [ Exit. 
Lord An. Dem it! now I've loſt him. I had no 
conception of this mighty Iriſh honour of his brave 
foul. He has had moral, from his ruſtic parent in 
his mud cabin; but, I never knew a father's kind 
precept or good example. 
| Enter Coachuax, ſurveys Loxpd AzTaun at 4 
dIfl ance. 
What does this fellow eye me for ? 
Cachm. My Lady fent me to know his 
yes! that's he, very well. [Ex:t. 
Lid Arth. You're no Coachman, my friend, 
you're a bailiff—they take all diſguiſes. —[Exit. 


SCENE IIL—4 walk ncar Lord Torrendel 2. 


Eater L'Orrtitut. 2 1 


E'Qeil. po Gy ak Kos Hom Oh t of dis 
tapageur, off Miſe A 
for him; but, to ſee moce of tis hs of els 
tion—eh ! oh! I have leſt it on the table in my room 
— Thomas have borrow Sir Hans's livery to carry r 
her ſham meſſage; but if there be danger, we yet 
want ſome ſtrong, able, deſperate 


Eater Tinokix, melancholy. 

Tim. I could he contented with one dinner in three 
days, becauſe it's a thing Pve practis d with ſome 
fucceſs—but, my dear maſter - 

L*QOeil. Oh! you be got out, where I did lock 
„ in; for I've loſt my 
maſter, and I don't care how I am. 

Lai. I ſuppoſe you be not overcharg'd vid mo- 
ney, and I take it you be fripon—in your character, 
roguery be the leading feature. = 

im. 


Aa. 
_— 


© dl oh. „ 


EIA 


ree 
me 
ock 
my 
no- 
ter, 
im. 


Aa 
_— 
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Tim. I judge that your noſe is your leading fea- 
ture —ſo — (advancing) I. a rogue | vs. 5 wa 
y — ＋ 1 . (foews d] 

LO. Here be a ft money 

Tim. So, becauſe you've — you've a light to 
call a poor man out of his name. 

LO. (gives it) Dere now, call me out of my 
name. 
Tim. (/ooking at it) Then, you're an honeft man 
and a gentcel nable lad. Ii I can find my lord, this 
will carry us back to town. ( going) 
Ludi. Arrets! dat is for tervice you will do me. 
(looking out) Mitor! go! dat foorman vill tell you 
vat it be. Beſides, more reward, if you ſhould be 
taken up again fur liule peccadiiloz, rmilor's intereſt 
vill releaſe you Allez! 

Tim. Paid for doing good before hand! now I've 

4 and a clear conſcience, tuo companiors that are 
kom together now a day's. [Zarit.. 


Eu:/:r Load Toxnrxprri. 


Lerd T. That fellow of Anhur's ſtill lurking, 
about here! 

Li Pete f quelle ballourdiſe! I have mace 
five conftdent in my Lord's ſcheme, ( O! my 
Lord, he only aſk —— | 

Lord T. I hope you hav'n't let this affair go ſur- 
ther than thoſe already concerned? 

Lai. Oh! no, my Lord l. if he knew I had em- 
ployed this Iriſhman, I am undone. (gie 

Lord T. L'Ocillei, I've improved upon your plan. 
Thomas being in Sir Hans's livery may not be ſuf- 
ficient to perſuade Augufia, that ſhe is really fent 
for by him—now if you could borrow Sir Hans's 
pot chaiſe, that would effectually remove ſuſpiciou 
—make any excuſe, he'll be glad io oblige me. 

Lil. Diantre! here I go ſor Sir Hans's coach 
to carry off Mifs Auguſta, and have fer Thomas and 
the Irithman to — — off with horſes. (;, 

Lord T. Wuy, LOeillet, zou don't Lem over” 
hearty in the cauſe now ? 

E 3 Lan. 
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Li. Oh! T devoted to your Lordſhip's ſer- 


vice. | 

Lord T. Once wheedled into the carriage, a 
pretext is ſoon found to get her to 8 te Ifland. 

Lai. Ah ! mais geſt que geſt excellent ga! 

Lord Tor. About it now——1 ſhall be there be- 
fore you. 

Lil. Pardi ! dis is lJucky---for now I vill do it 
myſelf. I viſh tho” I cou'd meet vid dis maroutle, 
to hinder him meddle in de affair —— dat malheureux 
Iriſh tief vill do me ſome miſchief. [ Ext. 


SCENE TIV.---4 Read. 


Enter Tixorix, and Tronas, i Sir Hanss 
Livery. 


Tim, Well, Mr. Thomas, I know all your plan, 
now you've told me. So here you've borrowed Sir 
Hans s livery from one ot his ſervants, and you're 
to go and tell Miſs Auguſta, be has ſent you for 
her—but, as you may be a cowardly kind of chap, 
the Mounſeer has bid me afſiſt you with my tig 
bit of arm. Huſh ! here the comes. 

Thc. I thought the was a little girl juft left 

Tim. I don't know, whether ſhe goes to ſchool 
or no—bur, this is the very Miſs Augulta, that was 
lock d up in the caſtle with me. (S) Oh! Ill 
make a neat example of ye all. [they retire. 


Eater Lady ToaxzND II, ad Coacunan. 


Lady Tor. My mind is in a ſtate of the moſt 
ng Rae 
y 0 apprize Lord's 

ns. Whether to — nd was os him ? 

1 dread the interview, unkind ding often 
ſhakes the very baſis of affeftion. Yer I know he'll 
endeavour, by ſome artful evaſion, to flip from 


Jean bring it to a full conviction 
x hn 


1 ö 


N „ a Gal 


SK 
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Tim. Young man that muſt be me—ſhe ſaw I was 
21 Deliver th him, without letting 
Lady Tor. Deliver this to him, wit i 
him know who it comes from. [ Exit Coachman. 

Tim. Stop! I'm here. | 5 

Lady T.r. Oh, his ſervant. 

Tim. Now, this goodneſs to me, has determined 
me, in what I was retolved upon; to fave her from 
all danger. (%) | 
Lady Tr. Perhaps I may now learn, who this 
young lay is. | 
Tm. (Ta Tomas) 22 and ſtay with your 

age 


horſes—I Il deliver the me to her myſelf. 
Tho. But you're not in Sir Hans's livery—It 
wo'n't take her. 


Tim. How d'ye do, Miſs Auguſta ? 

Lady Tor. (ad) My truſty champion's miſtak- 
ing me-for her, I find, continues. 
2 ho. Miſs, your 22 Sir Hans 

tor your com wa at 23 

2 fea horſes. EW | 

Tim. Lil whifper a few words, that ſhall bring 
her directly. Harkye, Miſs ! don't go, this is a 
rogue, that wants to coax you again into the mouſe- 


trap. 

L. Tor. You miſtake—I'm not the perſon. 

Tim. That's a good thought to deny yourſelf— 
F'll ſecond it—are you fure you never ſaw Miſs 
Auguſta before now ? 

. Then this ſhe—ſo 

Im. is is not about 
buſineſs. 3g * * 

Tho. What ! 

Tim. He wants to inveigle you, to Lord 


a. (yes?) 

Lord Tor. Indeed! this is charming, as I ſup- 

poſed ! the moſt lucky opportunity to do — 
his 


prevent evil, ſave the innocent from ruin, an- 
own baſe intentions. (d-! 1 was apprebenfive of 


Torren- 


overwhelm the guilty in the bluſhing ſhame of 


] 


you . 
Lady Tor. Yes, yes, you're 


Tim. If they take you for 
off to an old libertine, they're ri 


Lady Tor. Heavens k I leave a ſhocking impref- 
fion on the mind of this worthy creature. (fide) 
Well, weil, we ſhall find time to clear my charac- 
ter. Exit with Thomas. 


cies, with a different gallant every day, 
your elbow, you'll fill be chautering about 
character, to all the turapike-men. 


Enter Lord Azrnus. 
Lord Arth. Yes! it is a baliff—he's at my heels. 
Timolin, do you fee any door open? fland in that 


1 you f 

723. Oh ! if any more of thaſe iments 
paſs between you and me, it's a toſs up who's to pay 
them. | 


Lord Arti. If be don't touch me, it's no cap- 
tion. | 
Tim. He's returning with the money, the 
miſs gave him tor me. | oY 
; Enter Coacunan. 

Qack. Ie had a good chace after you, Sir. 
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Tard Arth. Attempt to give me a tip, and 

Cauch. (taking pufers jrom is pocket) Here it 
15—this bill for three hundred 

Tin. If it was ten thouſand, T wou'Un't accept it. 

JL Arth. You villain, do I want you to accept 
Lilis for me? 

Cech. It's a good rote, and your own too. 

Lard Art. V ell, I znow-T have notes and bonds 


—_ out—but if I pay one of them, III be 
In a. * 

Tim. Sir, don't frighten yourſelf, about what 

9 8 2 

:rd Arth. Hold tongue, my 
own accord, I 1 Ks dance, when old 
; Wighum, the juilice, ſent for me; but, compell'd, 
I wiil not go; ſo let the-plaintitf carry the bills in 
to my father. | |; 

C ach. Now, Sir, you're too nice. IT 
to do the buſineſs, and I will. C papers.) 

Lord Arth. Aye! he only wants to touch me. 
(flips round Timeolin)) | 

| Tim. Artah ! what fignifies your dancing round 
me. like a couple of May poles ? 

Lord Arth. Oh, how my fin Timolin, 
knock him down—I wonder n. capture 
3 with | and hats ? 

ms. t are you at with your caps, | 
The Engliſh of the thing is—Miſs Auguſta, I 


2 
Arth. Speak fo of my divine charmer. 
Strikes kim, and runs off, Coachman after. 
Tim. it he diſcharges me, and comes once 
a day, to give me a knock in my cheek, I'm to have 
life of i:—tho* my horour wou'd not ſuffer 
me to take relief from this Miſs Auguſta. yet Fll 
try and get the reward from 12 — For, = 
was to preach in a pulpit as high as Patrick's fteep 
the ladies, and gentlemen, would be running after 
one another, till they give roaſt beef for no- 


IND OF THE YOURKTH ACT. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I.—Samphire hall Sir Ham, and other 
e. 


Exter Sir Hans, and Ronix. 


H. A month fince i've been down here at 
my favourite rocks. How do the lodging-houfes 
go on? I hope they keep low with their pr.ces, 
null the place is known. Aye! I may yet fee Sam- 
— I, eclipſe Brighton, Weymouth, and 

rborough. | 

Res. Tea ! your honour; for the young Squire 
has fer up a ſtaple commodity of trace, and a. cady 
the folks bes ſw merry abaut'n. Lou knov {un 
phry Grin, the {tone _ is Lr in che letter 
cutting. way - Meaſter George ia the freedom 
af the quarry, and he hes clabiithed > manufottere 
for tom}-ftones. 

Sir H. Tomb-ftones to make people merry 
I «a He has finiſhe half a dozen choice epitaphs 


« Afiitions gor 
* Long time Ire, 
** Phyſicians were in wa.” 
S:r H. Devil's in his phyſicians ! 
(Walks wy. Enter Gzoxer.} 
Ger. That was certainly Lord Torrendel turn'd 


into the green lane---muftied up, and ſeem'd hiding 
his face. Robin gave me a hint of his defigns upon 


Fanny. 
S' FL. 
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Sir H. A ſweet morning concert for the rooms, 
of ck;rpiog and ſawing ! Tell Maſter Grin, he 
muſt de pazy in peace with his merry moruments, 
ws pare ot the world. Did you hue a new 

It Fino * 

No You, Fr. [Exir. 

Sir H. (Se: (nge. Don't come near me 
get a tin pot ode bt! + Hick, aud pick up cockles 
on the beach- you bac a fout above a cockle- 
gatherer, you curν,ä oter. Robin have thcy put 
up ine ſhelves in the raffing i: u? 

Gee. Sir, the men are working at their looms. 


Sir H. Loam ? R 
cheating 
looms, 


P Geo. Inflead pe ing frauds, F 

ers with pill $, ave erecte 
ry, give od ny two 1 ious families. 
( Trom heard without. ) 

Sir H. Why they're Weavers ! 

Ces. Ves, fir, weavers of ſtockings, gloves, and 
mittins. 

Sir H. A ſtocking loom in the place of my ele- 
gant raffling {Lop ! | 

Geo. There's a ribband loom too. This was the 
56 for the motto's ſake, put it in your 

d. ; 

Sir H. (reads) * Succeſs to Commerce, and 
laſting happineſs to England” Well, let induſtry 
throw the muttle to this motto with all my heart. 
What imoke's that yonder ? clinking of hammers ! 
by the lord it's 5 

Geo. Yes, Sir, it's the forge I built for poor old 
Grimes. | 

Sir. HI. What, a fmith ? 

Geo. Yes, Sir, a worthy blackſmith. 

Sir H. Within the very walls of my cold bath, 
old Grimes blowing his bellows ? 

Ges. What uſe for a cold bath juſt on the verge 
of the ocean? and the farmers want the veceffary 
tools tor bleed agriculture. 

Sir H. I banith you for ever, from my ſaſhiona- 
ble bathing place. Yeu barbarous young ous 

LEY 
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afier my high puff advertiſements of cold larders, 


neat wines, circulating libraries, baths, concerts, 
balls, billiards, machines, and baching-caps, to cx - 

4 to drag people of ſaſhion duxn here, amongtt 
Rakion loin: tombſtones, and bellows-clinkers ! 
Ces. Farher, my linle colony was famithing on 
Lord Torrende!'s ifland. Since I have brought 
them here, in pity don't diſturb them. 

Sw HT. A fine ragged colony you've planted. | 

G-s. Couſiler, Father, induſtry is a flower that 
ſhould be e:couraged by the genial warmth of pa- 


tronage. 
Sir H. By the lord! the ſellow's only fit fora 
plowman, or a weaver. 
Geo. Well, Sir, the one gives b , the other 
cloathing ; as a plowman and a weaver are the moſt 
uſeful characters, I know of none more noble. 


Sir H. Ah vlague on it don't talk to me, my very 


ſervants will deſpite you, you dog, I dare ſay not one 
of em would ftir a fiump to fave your foul and 
body, you young Beaver. 


Enter Ronix. 


Rab. Your purſe, Sir---I found it on the road. 

G.. Thank you, Robin. | 

S. H. George's purſe ! how much was in it? 

Rob. More 4 can tell - once I knew it to 

wan George's, I never put finger on the caih it 
eld. 

Sir H. Suppoſe it had been my purſe ? 

R:b. Ecod ! your honour, you might never have 
ſeen, it again: Golu's a tempting thing, and 1 don't 
tet up for more honeſty than my neighbours; but 
young Squire's money already belongs to the poor, 


and he bez a bad man indeed that would take, wha 


the generous heart is fo ready to give. 

Ga. Eb, now Robia, you've been playing tricks, 
knocking ny purte about---its all broke --ſlupid 
fellow, | dare tir you'd take Leiter care of your 


own ! : 
B38.” 


Ie 


purſe, only a little bit 
„to divide a fea fhilli from the 
ing it, which George takes.) 


UN 


Re-enter Ronix. 


Rob. Your honour, Mounſeer's come from his 
Lord, to borrow your poſt-chay—going on 2 
viſit, and his own be broke. 
| Sir H. Here's an opportunity to oblige my Lord. 
He thall have it, and hanſel my new poſtillion too. 

G-o. 1 knavery in this poſt chaiſe ! 


a 1 
Sir H. Here ſtill; hop to the Lady, you curſed 
curlew ! hold, here ſhe is. 


Enter AucusTa.. 


Aug. "Twas certainly Arthur crofs'} the road. 
{ a/ide. 9 Sir, Fre walked cut, to ſee your charming 

ere. 

Sr H. Hem —1 bid him ſpeak to the Lady, 
and by the Lord he's u bifperis.g Robin; George, 
aldrefs her with rapture. - 

Geo. Yes, Sir! Madam, the—yeat—pleaſure of 
—Robiu. — t..i4ing with Ruit 


2 . 
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Sir IH. Tue great pleaſure o- Robin ! oh ! the 
&cvil's 1 30s tur a ne amorous fcuwuiure!? Stop, 
vou Str. [ Exit. 

Ars. This young gentieman is an unadurned 
eaikei, enciuling the mol delicate {prings of teuti- 
bility; Lut that heart is pot tor me; or rather mine 
is 10t tor hin. I mult not cheritn an hojpclets paſ- 
nion for Arthur; it, 4s Sir Haus tells me, another 
poillewes Ls aiieetiuns. 


Eier Faxxy, is hat, clcak, fc. 


Fanny 1 

Fin. My Cear governeſs, I've got down to you; 
Im only cour, becauſe you a. here where's 
George? | 

Aug. You only come becauſe I'm hete—“ «heic's 
„ Georpe!' An, Fanny! 

Fan. I've mae papa bring me too— ) a mon- 
ſtrous lib though. Ide told m, Sir Ins Man 
im on mom provigiuus bulluet: | 


Enter LoxD AzaTruur. 


Lid Au. Dikanced the nabber f my lovely part- 
ne: ! » ho could expect to find you here, ike a ſea- 
nymph tent from old Neptu: gs palace, to make 
mortals plunge into the ocean, enamoured from this 
4ivine ipecimen of aquatic beauty. 

Aur. Lott heroicaliy gailant indeed, Sir. 

Fun, wo for ſonething gallant to me—How 
d'ye do, Sir? (cxrite:) 

L.rd Arch. Ahl liule titmouſe, ſuppoſe, my love, 
vos flep and gathera tew honeyiuck:es from the 
uedge vonder. 

Fir. Gcorge might have had the manners to meet, 
and make nymphs of other people. Timoule, in- 
deer | 4 { Exit. 

Lil Aub. Mulam, you fee before you, a fellow 
the molt wretched ide) hall I veriure to de- 
clare my love ? no— farc ell. 

der. Wnither, Sir, are you going? 


Lerd 


— — A R8- 


» 


Lord Arth. The teh s, Adam, tho? Creat- 


the Briiatu's large, I'm drove to che water's edge, where 
top. Lil ep into, and puth off the firit fing boat I 
*. can fine; tor abandon d by my father, ard purfued 
ned by England. Madam, is no home tur mg. If 
n- can get acruls the chanrel, amongſt cam ps, art 
* batteries, my empty iconce may keep a bullet rom a 
pal- Led that hos brains in it. 
cher Ang. Your ſortuncs, Sir, are not, perhaps, ſo 

Oc! ETALE- -- YUP ter was — 


EIA. Hows | Madam, kave you heard? 
Bis is I hohe an angel---and you my heaven, (4anrels.} 


Erie Conmcrntis. 


e's C. . Orc:ta'on vou at LA! 
- £4 tin, Lu bs Camn's it you have though, 
ies Can: of.) | 
C;2ck. Fil be dama'd but I will though! (runs 
= after kim. | 
al Aug. Unhappy youth ! they'il purſue bim to deſ- 
pair; but I'm uwturping a concern that belongs to the 
miltreſs of his heart; yer, thy” I muſt not love, am 
"|" FT to ret all feelings of humanity. | 


R--enter Faxxy. 


ke Fav. (foyſu!) Oh! governeſs, I have aſked the 

m Aion to give us a roll on the beach—you don't 

Bos half this {ext place. 

Aug. In the chaiſe I may have a better chance of 

ſeeing waich way he takes. (afde.) 

Fan. (a/i/e) Muitn't tell 'rxas my Lord's valet * 
ſed our ride, fhe's fo ſqueamiſh. 

| Au. Does Sir Hans know of this jaunt? 

| Fan. Very true—he may not let us go; I have it, 

fit in the chaite till I come; Fi fetch your hat and 

cloak. 2 

Aug. Is this prudent, but no time for reflection, 
Arthur may be loſt far ever. [Zeit. 


G 2 SCENE 


iN BHO © 


4 
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SCENE IL—42 perikur in Sir Haxs's. 
Enter Drcx1xs. 7 
Dick. Deviliſh good the Knight has got 


here; a fire proſpect of the fea; a pretty mortgage; 
and I may pick 84 a bit as this, with Tow 
del's inierefi-—what can this be, Sir Hans has ſent 


for me ! 
Enter Faxxr, looking about. 
Fan. M —— is ſo giddy—where can ſhe 
have left do 
Dick. Oh, Fanny, where's your friend Auguſta? 


feem all the fidgets. 
confuſed) Oh no, Sir.—Lud! the two old 


Fun. 
i after us—what can I think of 
to tow dan? od, wan, my fee Bd. (al) 
I wonder why Sic Hans has fent for you; do 


you know? (archly.) 
1 


what a fine proſpect at that window ; can 
Ei believe, 1 Wight. * 
Dick. Oh no; but very fine. {/cots aut at window.) 

Enter Sir Haxs. 

Sir H. Fanny, where's your papa? 
Fan. He's there, Sir, but his head is ſo full of 
this ſerious affair, he's come down to tell you. 
Sr H. Oh, very well. 


Fan. He, he, he; now each will be ſo full of ex- 
pectation of the other telling, v hen there is nothing 


to tell, it may bring them into a ſquabble, and that | 


will keep them as cloſc as a game of backgammon 
but deuce, where's Aug uſia's hat? he, he, he. 


Exit. 
Sir H. Ah, Dickins! how do you do? l 


Dick. 


Fan. Here he is, ha, ha, ha! (fide) only lock | 


; 
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Dic k. (turning) Oh, Sir Hans, well, I've truad. 
led do vn to you in a whiff. 

S'r H. Then the affair is very urgent? fit down. 

Dich. Of contequence, I hope; tor I had a good 
deal to do. 

S:r H. And fo? 

Dick. Weil x 

Sir H Well? fo ſulden, I was alarmed! but does 
it concern me fo much? 

Dick. That you beſt know. 

Sir H. How the Devil thould T know ! 

Dick. ( peeviih) Well then, when you tell me, 
perhaps 1 may kno. 

Sir H. When you tell me, perhaps I may not 
know. But come. | 

Dick. Aye? 

Sir H. The fellow's afraid of being overheard I 
ſuppoſe; come, Il faſten the door. 

1 . Oh, if it is of ſo much con aud l ſe- 
crecy, III faſten this door to. (Jr riſe and go ts 
:ppafite de, There now, we are quite fate. ( 
drow.) aye? 

Sir H. Aye? (they put their heads as liflening ) 

Dick. What the devil do you fit gaping! why 
don't you out with it? 

Sir H. Why do you fit ſtaring and ſtretching 
your neck? why don't you tell it at once? 

Dick. You ſent for me down about your buſineſs 
and, zounds! what is it? that I may go about 
mine 5 

S:r H. I ſent for you! you came here to tell me 
of ſomethiag of great importance— tell it, and thort- 
en your viſit, when you pieale, Sir. (Con re.) 

Dic e. Sir, your ill manners, in your own houte, 
are equal to your impudence in bringing me into ic 


. for nothing. 


SI. Impudence, you vulzar man! it's weil 
zou are in my houſe, or, by the hand of this body, 
I'd have you pitch'd out of the wiado. x | 

Dick. Pitch me, you hard-headed oli fool! ir 
Torrendel was to bchave fo, I'd aww 


G& 3 | Su 


| 
| 


* 


— 
8 


Fa 
i= 
Ft 
b 5 


= 


then Lord T. 


v 


jump 
to 


's valet, to 


pack'd 


chaife—'twas all a 


«) 


1 


zounds! the Frenchman gone off 


they'll ſurely be married. 
Dick. What, the Frenchman ? 


Fan. No! 


hat 


= my 
Fan. 


Yes, 


* 


Did I know where, 
forbid the banns. 


) 


the Shure, and 


d ſtand 


up in 


I 


But where are 


Dick. 


*. 


Fan. Rattled down 


Ifland. 


towards Sandgate 


Sir H. Zounds! Robin Hoofs, 


Pre loſt my ward. 


John, the devil, 
[ Excunt. 
brought her down 


Fan. Yes, I heard Sir Hans 


here to marry George 


ihe mad Lord, and ſhe 


Enew better than to take the mad 


H 
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SCENE III; and haf.—Sarndgte Iſland; 
tered houſe, I few 2 —2 = 


Enter Lord AzTuux. 


L:ird Arth. Damn the not to run his 
boat boldly in the creek—oblize me to dath 
the water! It I could but get over to the 
ren firſt En ſi . 
I up his colours—huaza ! I vith 

fo tl, to pay wy paſlage in 22 


Enter Coacuman. 


There again—by Heavens! ſhan't have all the 
bailiff- work io rel, have a tuſsle for n—if 


ou are ft go---if not, I commit your body 
I. TI or into this fea I daſh you. 
re Sir, is a three hundred 


Coackm. Then, t 

pound Bank of Eagland note—now T'eat laft done 

[ drops it, and exit. 

Arth. ( picking it up) It is---and I * 
take my bright angel ihe blackeſt of all im 

Land Archer Domes whe Gem? my Kin 


Eater Rozinson. 
1 but one 1 
Rob: The? ods Bo. 


mn! Why, © in | he wimer ber, 
ſnow, hail, rain, 
72 


to your windows not a tree on 
your ifland, WTO 20 wes 'd not harbour noify 
rooks to diſcompoſe your flumbers!---nor —_— 

f 
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buſh! but that's vanity---that you might have it to 
fay, you challenge the globe round to ſhew a ſpot 

more cetolate. . 

- Rovinſon. Why, Sir, but for the charity of Mr. 
George Burgeſs we ihouid be worte. He has un- 
peopicd our land tho' and ſetiled them comfortably 
near his father's. Since Lord Lorrendel, our land- 
lord, leaves us to his Frenchman and that Maſter 
Dickins, I with they'd take the houſe off my hands, 

Lord Arth, They'll be taking it preſently from 
about your cars—( de.] Ha! ha! ha! I'm tickled 
with a ambition—I Il be king of this Hſland 
from my father's fole inheritance. Old Cruſoe, III 
enchant your houſe from the court of porerty, to the 
caltle ot comtort. 

bin 


Enter L'Orm tir, and BoArMAx. 


Li. Now dat your comrade has brought lady 
over in toder boat, let no one elſe croſs but Milor. 
(Exit Boztman.) Ah! quel bouheur to find Au- 
cd oe now Montieur Thomas and dat vil- 

in Iriſh thief may hunt her for deir own recreati- 
on—la voice—lis folitary ifle—here milor have no 
perſon to interrupt. — [retircse 


Enter Au cus rA. 


Aug. The deſire of ſeeing my couſin Arthur once 
again, before it is too late, can ſcarcely reconcile me 
to this ſtep—altogether this iſland wears a moit for- 
_ biding aſpet—-T1] return, and fic in the chai.e, till 
Fanny comes. (g:me. 

Lil. Ah! ma chere (preventing ker.) You 
muſe vait for Milor. 
Mug. He here ! heavens I'm betrayed I ſee my 


fally. 
L Ceil. 
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L' Ceil. 1 was your laquais, mon ange, and did fit 
behind de chaiſe, and you did not know. 

Aug. Pray, hir, ſufler me to go. 

Lc. Oui, to Londres! dere Milor vill buy 
you fine cloaths and jewels, and you vill ſhine at 
operas and ball and concert, and he will kifs your 
hand dus. (offers ts kiſs hey hand.) 


Enter Loxd Arr. 
Tera Arth. How ! ( ffrikes lim.) | 
Lil. Dianire ! (runs off. Lord Arthur purſues 
MH plunge as if in water, is heard.) 
Re-enter AnTHUR. 


Aug. Heawens ! fir, what have you done? 

Lord Arth. Only caſt my bait into the fea—Luci- 
fer will always bite at a ſcoundrel. 
Aug. Sir, he'll be dro-xned. 
Lord Arth. A fouſe, madam! 


| we dog—don't be alarm'd— 
rom even the ſhadow of inſult. 


Zar Lond Tosu. 


Tod Tor. Should L' Oeillet S 
wedged yp a e. tome te- 
nants on this iſland ve place run trange- 
ly to ruin. Confuſion l Sir Hans ! 
Enter Sir Hans, Drcxins, Groger, ard Ronin, 
with pajtilli.ns dreſs in hand. 

Dick. But dem it fquire, why diſguiſe . yourſelf; 
ſure you could'n'i A YA ** French 
pandar, to ſteal my daughter's governeſs? 5 
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Sir H. Aye, George, where was the neceſſity of 
ul. a tilice, to run a ay with Auguſta, the very 
gir | waned to give you. 

G. 1 hen to explain the myſtery—ſume baſe de- 
ſigas of others, have ſunk me into a ſehemer ot 
firatagems. My lord, my name is Burgets.— Im no 
proſcis d knight-errant, yei T openly avow that La ill 
endeavour hencetocth to pruiect female 12nocence 
trom your lord. uipꝰs diſhonourable purpotes. [A. 

Ser H. Bravo! George, He has been drinking 
hock sith Lord Arthur. My Lord, III * to 

u. K. 
= My Lord. to you Fil talk. Axe. 

Leri T. Tnen to thelter from open ſhame, but 
to turn champion myteit ! bees, the Norm once 
b.own over, my ſeetalug her protetor u ins her love 
by g ratitude. 


Enter Tinorix. 


Tim. Oh, my Lord, here flies the ſweet creature, 
ns her * 1 4 *. — FRY 8 
rd T. That villai Oei my '» 
ſervant a party in this buſizeſs. 


Enter Lady Torxrnper, veiled, and 


Tons 


Lady T. Where's my guardian? how ! (half apart.) 
Tim. Aye, I wid you, but dl 4 


long to the devil. And there he ftands, ready to re- 
ceive 
L r4 What's your you ſcoundrels, in 


brir ging the lady to this place ? 
Tom Cur purpoſe! well, b very high ! — 
LT. Madam, rely upon my protection. I am 
bound by honour to deſend you trom every inſult. 
Laty T. Certainly, my lord! every gentleman 
Sy be the protector of his wife. (7/covers ler- 
2 . . 
JT. Lady Torrendel! damnation! 
Tim. 
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Tim. The Lady herſelf! then 'twas to her huf- 
band the was running, oh! hwie's a wonder, and a 
blunder “ | _ 

LA T. My Lord, I fee you are confounded, yet 
could I hope your prefent humiliation procueded 
from a forrow that promiled repentance aud conte- 
quent reformation, my heart's ic gs tor the man I 
did love and honour, livuid meit ne to compafl on? 
(eee) but vo! my Lord! take my clentment: 
amy delerved, a. d titer reprouch ! grief cannot 
reach a brealt fo caiious as yours! it is only the 
Rings of a v ounded price, and dſappointed pur- 

te, that now agitaes you; reflect! return an 

Une gratitude to heaven for having made my un- 
expected arrival bere the means of inatching you 
from the e ition of a crime the mott hotile to 
ſociety. A lelfith, tranſient gratification, that muſt 
bauith for ever an unhappy lemale from the paths of 
howourt inun'd thro? lite by the beft part of her own 
ſex I ani even deſpiſed by you ! the author of her 
ſhame y ur x rongs to me are nothing, but your 
me ſtatcu tui ts, tricks, and plans, which you call 
gallantries retie.c only a difgrace on the dignity of 
ma, hond! 

Lord T. Lady Torrendel---I confeſs I'm alioge- 
ther lomen hat ſnocked, and with---I fay--F'a 
very unhappy io ſce- -that is---Prma unbappy at yuur 

tine 

ase 
ful; icious ! mine are all certanties---but even if yuu 
connder my throwing the palt into the made of 
obuvion, ary indulgence, I ſhall inliſt upon a te w 
conditions, and che irſt- · turn your cuuntenance and 
protection to that poor deſerted youth ! you are, as 
a parent, reſponfible for every violation that your 
neglect bus occakkoned him to make on the laws of 
4 4 if you :efuſe, I will be his parent, and 

heucelorch regard your poor friendlefs fon, wh 
#1] the care and waderuets ot maternal aflectior. 
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Enter Lord Aru. 


Lord T. He too, a witneſs 1 

Lord Aut. Huzza, the joy that laughs on me 
ſhall ſmile on ali around; fir, I thank you for your 
bounty, but— 


Enter Coacinan. 
Coxck. My lady, I gave Lord Arthur the money, 


Lay T. Well! well! 

Lard Arik. How ! from you, madam. 

L:rd T. Did you give countenance and relief, 
where wives, in general, look with contempt and 
even hatred. Ni. lam. can you pardon ? 

Lady T. My Lord, your conduct renders you 
rather an object of pity, than refentmeni—you 
have impliculy delivered up your fortune, your cha- 
_ nay more, my Lord, your —— de the 

rt and property of an infamous para ſite — your 
— ent — Frag your F 3 has 
counteracted the rectitude of yuur intentions, by 
embezzelling the ſums he had for purpoſes dictated 
by duty and nature. O! why will thoſe who poi- 
ſeſs the godlike poxer of doing good, delegate a 
baſe, unworthy agent, ſor the kind purpoſes of toft 

nity. 

Lara Arth. Then, madam, twas you that re- 
lieve.l me. You're an angel—angel you thall fee ! 
where's my divine Augutia ? 


Enter Sir Haxs, Diexins, Grose, Avcusra, 
cn Tixolix. | 

Sir H. Here, boy, take Auguſta, (advaxcine,) 
Lord Arth. (advancmg.) Thank ye, Sir Hans! 
Sir H. Thank y-, indeed, for that! 
Cevils in you ! will you loſe your wiſe fo ? 
Geo. I've one ready at hand—father, with your 
leave and her own conſent. | 
| ü Enter 


W reer RS 


— 
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Eater Fanny, Timortix ſneaks in at the back. 


1 To be ſure, I conſent—and we all con- 
Kr dear 

you going to arri it ſeems 

be He! he! he! eh! 


married. 
my fon taken before my face with 
! $ blood, fir! let the girl go, hs, 


hover your wi dn od. 2 of ! 


oh! indeed !—madam, ne matter what he fays— 
vou are fi | -irefs to your uncle Woodbine's for- 


tune. Le it into my bank, chuſe me your 
guardian, Pl] recover—dem'me III. ſend Sir Nob a 
theet of cracklin ramfkin, that ſhall reach from 
Chancery-lane, to the devil and bag of nails, at 
Chelſea. | 
Lord Aith. Can this be! 


Aus. Indeed ! well, even fo the y of the 
mother ſhould devolve to the fon, 12 reſign 


ik. 

Lord Arth. No! ſooner than take it from you, 
22 Timolin and I will buffet the 
world again—where are you, old Bagatrot Caftle ? 

Tim. I'm here, your honour, dead or alive--- 
we'll jump into our boots, before they're bought--. 
and pull juſftice's wigs about---away, maſter ! I'm 
your man thro” thick and thin, fire and ſmoke. . 

Lord Arth. 1 could force myſelf to accept this 
fortune---that is, with a certain ſweet'ner, --Will 


huſband and a father---my boy, were bleffings mine, 
mas Gs | 


Tini. 
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2 


E 
ED 


5 


Ae: 
your 


how great but as no 
u 
al reci iu 


ſmile 


22 
outcaſt 
Aud in your fevuur, 


Did 
The 


HE 
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TIE END. 


